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Abbot

If we die we die, if we live we live:
God's will be done; and our trust is sure
In Ham, though His chastenings we endure.
Two messengers rode from here last night,
To Otto they carry news of our plight;
On my swiftest horses I saw them go.

Orion (aside)
Then his swiftest horses are wondrous slow.

Enc

One of these is captive and badly hurt;
By the reckless riders of Dagobert
He was overtaken and well-nigh slain,
Not a league from here on the open plain.

Abbot
But "the other escaped.

Eric

It may be so;

We had no word of him, but we know
That unless you can keep these walls for a day
At least, the Prince is too far away
To afford relief.

Abbot

Then a hopeless case
Is ours, and with death we are face to face.

Eric
You have armed retainers.

Cyril (a Monk)

Aye, some half score;

And some few of the brethren, less or more,
Have in youth the brunt of the battle bided,
Yet our armoury is but ill provided.